Story of Tekrit
We remembered our conversation with the shepherds,
and soon mentioned the name of the local hero, whereupon
a drab and rather unheroic4ooking young man disentangled
himself from a small promiscuous crowd and told us that his
name was Thuwaini, and Abd as~Satih was " one of his
grandfathers;" and that they had been two brothers, with
strongholds on the Tigris and Euphrates. That was all he
knew, a nebulous story once no doubt clothed with life
when the Byzantine citizens struggled against the envelop-
ing forces of Islam; or perhaps it represents some later
dealing with minorities, drastically modern, now lost in
the unrecorded bloodshed of mediaeval Iraq.
We left these meditations, and descended by the southern
ravine to the present town, which covers a lower hill and
is foil of charming windows carved in brick-work patterns,
and pretty women who still carry earthenware jars on their
shoulders down to their little beach on the Tigris edge.
What we however were looking for was our car, and
having found that, our policeman, whom we discovered
in the dimness of a coffee shed on the edge of the town, his
engaging smile half buried in a bowl of soup. It was
lunch time; the soup smelt good, full of lentils and pieces
of mutton in a rich juice; we took an outer table and joined
Tekrit at its meal, and paid sixpence for the three of us;
and in the afternoon travelled downstream by the western